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A quenchless light of fiercer temper shone
What time about the world our shame was blown
On every wind; his soul would not conspire
With selfish men to soothe the mob's desire.
Veiling with garlands Moloch's bloody stone;
The high-bred instincts of a better day
Kuled in his blood, when to be citizen
Eang Eoman yet, and a Free People's sway
Was not the exchequer of impoverished men.
Nor statesmanship with loaded votes to play5
Nor public office a tramps' boosing-ken.
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SHY soul and stalwart, man of patient will
Through years one hair's-breadth on our Dark to

gain,

Who, from the stars he studied not in vain,
Had learned their secret to be strong and still,
Careless of fames that earth's tin trumpets fill;
Born under Leo, broad of build and brain,
While others slept, he watched in that hushed fane
Of Science, only witness of his skill:
Sudden as falls a shooting-star he fell,
But inextinguishable his luminous trace
In mind and heart of all that knew him well.
Happy man's doom!   To him the Fates were known
Of orbs dim hovering on the skirts of space,
TJnprescient, through God's mercy, of his own !